EXTREMES MEET

It, too, had its own rigid conventions, one of which was
that the actresses at the Tip Top Theatre should sit for
a while and drink champagne with wealthy loiterers who
desired their company, whatever wonderful lovers might
be whirring nearer and nearer in automobiles through
moonlight pine-scented.

" Come here, my little girl, and sit with me," Major
von Rangel had invited. " I want you to drink my
health."

Milton still crouching on the gravel path was noting
down in his pocket-book the details of this important
communication.

" Mais, chert, qtfest-ce que tu fats la ? " Adele asked
when she came upon her lover peering through the shrubs
at the bottle-loaded table of the German officer.

He made a tremendous gesture to command her silence.
" Can't you see I'm staying here because I'm in
danger? " he grumbled indignantly. He tapped his chest.
" I'm the man," he proclaimed. " If they knew I was
here . . ."he broke off with another tremendous gesture
to express the completeness of his annihilation, if they did.
Other agents less cautious than Milton had edged their
chairs nearer to the table where the German officer was
pouring out champagne for Quccnic, who had looked
round her several times as if to implore some of the girls
to join her and, if they would, to pocket the commission
on this lavish ordering of wine. But they, envious though
they were of that commission, merely chattered away in
critical disgust of a girl who could sit drinking with a sale
boche, and thereby smirch the honour of the Tip Top's
company. It was hypocrisy for her to pretend that the
manager had insisted on it. Let the manager try to make